,and posted a new bulletin on the board fastened to the
gates. Then the whole crowd moved forward as one man.
The two or three in a position to read the typewritten
notice passed the word back. The message rippled through
the crowd: "The King is sinking." I held on very tight to
Douglas' arm and he to mine. The King's life was drawing
to a close.

Presently a new notice was put on the board. Again that
urgent sweep forward of the crowd, like the tide pushing
its way into a cove. But this time there was no ripple or
whisper. Silently those in the front rank stepped back and
removed their hats; then from the crowd as from one man
there rose a single sigh,

We were wedged too close to turn. Douglas slowly
removed his hat. There were tears running down his cheeks.

"Well, I guess that's that," he said quietly.

The words wrote an end to a chapter.

The big'event of my first day was getting in touch with
Richard. He phoned he could not get leave and asked me to
come down and meet him at his base the next day, which
was Saturday. We arranged that I should take the nine-
thirty train from Waterloo. I arrived at the station a good
half-hour beforehand only to be told the train had been
cancelled in the night. As no one seemed to think this was
unusual, I got the impression that train time-tables were
pretty uncertain things even though the traffic was described
as "normal." I went back to the hotel and filled in the
time until I should start fort he next train, which was
due to leave at eleven-thirty. However, I allowed myself
plenty of time and took up my stand at gate No. 10 as the
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